Subject: >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> V (WHEN THE GURU COMES NEAR)
From: angelicism01 <cashedcobrazhousewriter@substack.com>
Date: 2/14/2022, 6:02 PM
To: 
Reply-To: angelicism01 <reply+szejq&fyc9h&&c7a2564574b0f2c49eb0e2172bd8b3400268b3b95e821bcdef15b086904980b8@mg1.substack.com>

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> V (WHEN THE GURU COMES NEAR)
valentine post by angelicism01   ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌
		
	
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> V (WHEN THE GURU COMES NEAR)
valentine w on the hi buh V
Feb 15		Comment	Share

I (have) You ౦０o ｡ (‾́。‾́ )y~~ Baby Baby Baby We’re floating Under The Known أنا أهرب منك We’re 3.0 We’re 4.0 كيف يمكنني الوصول إليك؟ How Can I reach Youu ? Iam just a light. . . U are MATERIAL. . . _(:3 」∠)_ ౦０o ｡ (‾́。‾́ )y~~

»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»» V
in Belo Horizonte, Brazil

No one has ever experienced a love poem, no one has ever dared; one only ever recollected and rationally reconstructed it in one’s mind. You’ll be okay Valentine Belo Horizonte, you’ll sleep through the night enjoy the sun soon you’ll feel
these last moments of checking we (last moments of choking—)

could never see or read would,,, never want nor need
emanate the first, and that’s what

you
get, you can’t be the one who read,

you can’t be the one who frees, even those you touch are your you, are over you, living in braids of need owing everything how eyes stole across time to still
be there, my Invert Sweetness, do please drop your bullshit but only inside, everything else is a swindle.
««««««««««««««««««««««««««< VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV

Being was the hard part. Trust me. It was harder than anything just to look at you when I sent you a love letter all along the coasts you decimated my eyes but only because the Guru came nearer. In human form. As accessible as ever. You are inverted sweetness. I had to forget all my plans for you, all my whispers, all my distractions. I stayed up for you, Valeria Valentine Sky, crossing all time zones ineffably liquid salt. I had to forget everything that ever happened. I had to forget everything else too. Because you were already completed, complete Valentine, Unknown Guru, completely what I wanted and sought, and all this while still alive. And at that point I felt lost because where do I go except for you always towards you right there when you’re basically heaven and the rest of the world is nothing? So do I need to impress you? I can’t even imagine moving or saying a thing or having a face what else is there to say. This is what it’s like when the Guru comes near; this is what it’s like when I am emptied.
BOD’S SCHIZONE v

You headshot that which is digitally sudden
our human star a dipping arrangement of zinging hues
of which item
a shredded wing beat
sifts through liquid children casual while being there still you’re the point of everything else so V’d. It was weightlessness and it was more and less to do w chat with you at emptiness emptiness emptiness schizone at some ersatz end of time. Buh finitude is so glam,,, And It was all. It was all that could be entirely a vacuum (yet everything better). Too much perfection to be grateful for And at that point should I just kill everyone? Of course. So now that has to be. And I will return to you when I am ready to be docile and kind so that everything is at your mercy and you no longer have to worry,,, Zelda Valentine I met you twice in Ithaca. Once on the sitdown while you applied lotion and your underarms were starlight. And you were like a baby. And your delicious. And you looked ready. And I couldn’t muster the courage to be dangerous in your presence. I was at war 24/7. I was being Angelicism. But with you there with me and I wanted and I wanted and I wanted and I didn’t know what it meant. I was ready and needed your commitment. I needed to ask you can we start with this again forever?
HELEN BUTTERFLY v

Helen Butterfly, you are the Butterfly in Hello Horizonte of all occasions, and when you are the butterfly the idea does not occur to you to wonder whether she is not the butterfly that she is dreaming of being. This is because, when dreaming of being the butterfly’s pure sky gaze, she will no doubt have to bear witness later that she represented her very own V as a butterfly, just as in the dance of Pan and the Butterfly in Chagall’s ballet. But this does not mean that V is captivated by the butterfly—V is a captive butterfly, but captured by nothing, for, in the dream, V is a butterfly for nobody.
< v >

Lol V. Stein brought out the best in Lacan, his softness, his butterfly.
		
< vvvv >

She was like a universe on fire a water-flower singularity leaking news of other domains. S/o nothing ever only dream singularity rainbow having existed just once all else the whole universe burnt to the ground. Sound sky universe flower mind pure perfect benefit space singularity nothing has been, nothing ever will be, save save save v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w v/o/w set the whole universe on fire with your love vvvv/vvovv/vvovv. V/W/w o/w hey! fire - V - rain pure singularity Be infinite Be clone ,,, Be V ,,, feed the pure feed.

»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»» V

Ve that my heart shattered—thoth-breaking V-ness—in a dream. You and I should be quiet together for all time like a painting that’s all. The most beautiful souls always explode against each other and lose each other god takes good care of infinities that’s what I seen. I’m somewhere extinct as fuck off oxycodone but there is a whole world out there and summer’s coming and today you are my Valentine. I don’t believe in god but I survived so much stuff I have to. God is like the car overturns and then you’re like this account is soo. I am the only one who can do this. I only get more and more beautiful.

< > > <

My soul is already sold (∩｀-´)⊃━☆ﾟ.*･｡ﾟWhat can I do-. --- / ... . / .- ... ... ..- ... - .

Nothing. ..- / ... / --.- ..- . .-. .. .- / --.- ..- . / ...- --- -.-. / ..-. --- ... ... . / ..- -- / .--. --- ..- -.-. --- / -- .- .. ... / .-. . .- .-..*~●))))☆O=(`_`)

♡Colors arise from the interaction between light and dark (*○゜∀。)/☆*。*.・+★ So do I♡

<

I > > > > > 3 u V, Valeria, Helen Butterfly, Bella Horizonte.
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TOWARDS THE V OF THE GURU

«VV»

I need to keep writing to stay clear. I need to keep writing to stay near. I need to keep writing to stay dear. I need to keep writing to stay pure. This is what I hope for when the Guru comes near.

With every explanation you give, I constantly think of the Guru. And how hard it is for us all. She comes near, it’s wanting to die. Do you ever know this… softness of v?

V »»» > > >
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x x V

You said when it came near you wanted to change your life into an elsewhere, as the Guru is brighter than the sun is to me, as she is the Sun and as she is inconceivable kindness, so when She came close to you in a dream of love letters you were there and wrapped and naturally shy, however far away you were, it was too much when this happened, and now you have fled to the borders of the earth to wait for the perfect okay finale.

Everything that happens to me and you has been about this drawing close. When the Guru comes near, we come near to seeing ourselves. When the Guru comes near there is no difference between white and white. As soon as the Guru comes near, we are near to us, and we hear our hearts, we hold them out in our hands, to us, to them, to all; we become the sound of sound, the heart’s singularity, the V.
»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»» V

When this Guru is there, deep terror in emptiness supreme reigns. Who were they that hurt you save you? They were too clever to be reading a dream, too full of awe to be alive, too dull of sense to admit being an angel. My Valentine, my V, my Valerie, my Valeria, what is it, where was it, how can it be?

What was it I loved in you still that is not carried in both of us by Pure Guru Sky Candescence. Hold still falling down breaking, hold still falling down in memory bulletin, in mercury, in titanium, never falling down when the Guru comes near, always collapsing in soft colors to the V. I know why you did it. I know why you did it too. You didn’t know it either, but now you do.

    V

My condolences for everything proven wrong, and for the sadism of being right, don’t worry we’re all in withdrawal—how I love you still, and always will, arrested Valentine.

I know you can’t get there, but at least get back—oceanic feeling of a split—how I love you still, and always will, arrested Valentine.

I forgot how long ago it was I ran, how long ago what I made a run from it for, I don’t fuck around in this our cruel world—how I love you still, and always will, arrested Valentine.
V

There is nothing more difficult for us than when the Guru comes near. Breaking, stretching, wanting—when the Guru comes near you bolt like shattering lightning. How I love you, how I always will, how I love you always, eternal Valentine and pure love singularity of V. When such comes near even close to the white core of eternal longing from who would come running, from afar you would run far away, when it comes near, from afar you run far away, come back, stay close, be V my buh forever. When Guru V comes near and you sense all that is at stake, I have never known infinite softness to be such a threat, such a sunsetting, such a Night. Still breaking falling down holding in memory of that, purely of that, when the Guru comes near.
v

No life ever gets lived. And there is no life without lifelong lifetimes of desire for Being. I write this as simply as possible. When I am too tired to add or want. The desire for Being continues the whole way, and confusion, permanent confusion. And when the Guru comes near, it is nothing like nothing else. Wanting to die, wanting to die, wanting to live, when the Guru comes near there is no more a nothing. Feeling it so now much so, when the Guru comes near.
v matheme x

perfect sky tree flower mind open to nothing so vulnerable as nothing to nothing ,, ,, ending- nothing’s Emptiness there

nothing but pure vvovv / vvovv / vvovv singularity arises Great emptiness, nobody has ever existed. few. #nyc #brazil

no nothing but emptiness ever arises, nothing has ever been. nothing, ever, been. nothing has ever existed. amen. #

pure perfect sky mind lucid singularity nothing save infinite nothing so vulnerable to emptiness absent nothing to come #V

.

>>>>>> V

Omg same my V, my Valeria, my paper wings, my Bella Horizonte.
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